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For as long as he could remember, Lars had always had a huge crush on James. Ever since their first 
meeting, Lars had been awestruck by him even though James was just an awkward teenager back then. Now, 
he had grown into literally a Viking god from the childhood stories Lars heard as a kid. It was his sheer size 
and strength that made Lars weak at the knees. He was all long legs, huge hands, and powerful arms, and he 
literally dwarfed Lars in every way. Lars was short, and for most of his life, it had been a source of 
insecurity for him. But with James? Their height and size difference turned him on beyond belief. He wanted 
the man to completely overpower him with his strength, and just fucking fake what he wanted from him 


because he could 


It had all started with knowing little glances and smiles when they were young. Lars was a Scandinavian man at 
heart which meant that touching other men and exposing his nudity weren't a problem for him. He'd flaunt 
himself in the dressing room with nothing but a towel around his waist or at other times, when he had a 


couple of drinks in his system, he'd go completely naked. It made Kirk laugh, but James would avert his eyes. 


James had been brought up in a conservative and religious environment which meant he wasn't that 
comfortable with any of Lars’ antics at first. It made Lars want to corrupt him. He would often hug James or 
kiss him on the cheek which left the other man quite confused. However, as their bond and friendship 
developed, James would at times return Lars’ affections with a pat on the back or a gentle squeeze on the 


back of his neck. 


Sometimes, James would effortlessly lift Lars in his arms to hug him, sweeping him right off his feet. Or at 
other times, James would carry him piggy back style without so much as a huff, and poor Lars had to grit 
his teeth and focus on controlling himself not to get a raging hard on It was pure, sweet torture since he'd 
have no way to hide in such a position. James would unmistakably feel his erection against his broad back if he 


let his desires take control of him. It truly was shameful, but for some reason, this also reallyturned him on. 


The thought of James being flustered by it only added to the forbidden fantasy. 


As the years went by and they grew older, friendship blossomed into something more sexual between them. 
James knew the power he held over Lars, or so it seemed, because he'd do everything to drive him nuts. For 
instance, he'd place one of his huge hands on Lars' knee, engulfing it entirely. He'd then stroke that hand up and 
down Lars' thigh, seemingly oblivious to how strongly this simple gesture affected his band mate. It happened 


in public or even during interviews, and it truly took all of Lars’ willpower not to whimper right then and there. 


When both of them were high on the adrenaline of a show, James would become bolder in his desires. He'd 
grope Lars through his pants, growling obscenities in that deep voice of his that was liquid sex to Lars’ ears: 
‘Isn't that what you want, huh, Lars? You little slut." He'd then pull down Lars' pants without ceremony and 
give him the best handjob of his life. Lars' cock wasn't big by any means, but with James’ large hand around 
it, it truly looked small. Lars would moan and whine like the slut James accused him of being and come in a 


matter of seconds, all with just James’ hand jerking him roughly and his fierce blue eyes burning into his skin 


XE% 
One particular night during the Garage Inc tour, Lars ended up in the same hotel room as James. 


The lights were dim and bathed the singer in a soft glow. James was in nothing but a pair of low hanging jeans, 
long legs stretched out on the hotel bed He was shirtless, sun-kissed skin and powerful chest and biceps on 
full display. He was reading a book, glasses perched on the tip of his button nose. The golden blond hair Lars 
loved and envied so much was curling a bit down the back of his neck. His goatee was longer which gave him a 
biker/redneck look. There was something dangerous and foreboding about that look that made Lars want to be 
completely and utterly dominated by the bigger man They'd shared handjobs and blowjobs aplenty over the 
years, but tonight, Lars wanted to get wrecked. 


"Hey, James! How you doing?" Lars asked as he got closer to the bed and sat on the edge. He couldn't help 
licking his lips as he feasted his eyes on James’ body; his pants were so obscenely low that he could see the 
trail of blond hair just above his crotch. 


James looked up at him and gave him one of his irresistible trademark smiles, all dimples, and that was the end 


of Lars. He felt his heart beat faster in his chest, and all he wanted in this moment was to kiss him. 


‘lm doing just fine," James drawled. He eyed Lars up and down, obviously appreciating the tight tank top and 
the leather choker that Lars was wearing. He licked his lips and said, "But I'm thinkin you might make me feel 
better. This book is awfully boring" James tossed the book aside. 


Lars was almost on his hands and knees in that instant, but he felt that maybe tonight was the night for him 
to make his fantasies known to James. Lars wasn't a shy man at all, but admitting it to James felt a bit 
daunting. Especially when James was giving him a knowing, teasing look. He definitely could read his mind; he 
knew him too well. There was a small smile tugging at the corner of his thin lips and a spark in his icy blue 
eyes. Lars pushed away his shyness and replaced it with seductiveness as he got closer to James, straddling 
his beefy thighs. Lars imagined he looked tiny like this, and it sent a bolt of heat to his stomach. He stroked 
his hands down James' strong neck and chest, settling them on his narrow waist. "l. | want to tell you 


something." Lars swallowed thickly and lowered his eyes. 


"What is it?" James asked, lifting Lars' chin back up with his hand to meet his inquisitive gaze. Lars could feel 
the rough calluses on his fingers. "You know you can tell me anything. No secrets between us," James 
reassured. His hand moved to cup Lars’ cheek. 


Lars felt warm all over at the gentle gesture, but also at the way James was looking at him, through his 
glasses, with lots of tenderness. Lars took in a deep breath and went for it, looking coyly at James from 


underneath his lashes. "I just really love how big you are and how small you make me feel. It gets me all hot 


and bothered" 


"Is that so?" James teased. "| might have noticed that before." He stroked his thumb over Lars’ heated cheek 
and then across his lower lip. Lars could feel the heat radiating from James' body and savored his distinctive, 


deeply masculine smell: a mix of cologne, smoke, and leather. It was intoxicating and so effortlessly sexy. 


"Well, l.. Uh, yeah." Lars suddenly felt a bit self conscious, his fingers trembling a bit against James’ skin, but 
he pressed on nonetheless. "| want you to fucking use me, James. Wreck me, make a mess of me. Do whatever 


you want with me just because you can." 


James groaned at that, and to Lars’ satisfaction, he noticed a slight blush blossom on his cheekbones. It took a 
moment for James to answer. His hand tightened on Lars’ jaw. "Does that mean | get to fuckyou, Lars?" James 


asked, lifting an eyebrow. 


Lars' couldn't stop himself anymore; he lunged to capture James lips in a lusty kiss. James’ glasses fell down 

on the bed as their mouths collided. James’ lips were warm and soft against his, and he opened them wider to 
let Lars' tongue tangle with his. His goatee scraped at Lars' freshly shaven skin, and it sent shivers down his 

spine. It was all so intense and everything felt too tight, like the air around them was electrified. As they 


kissed, James moved his large hands down Lars’ back to cup his ass and give it a firm squeeze. Lars choked on 


a sob as he felt blood rush at a dizzying speed to his cock. His hips involuntarily snapped forward to grind 


against James’ crotch. 


"Eager, aren't we?" James taunted as they broke the kiss for air. Lars was struck by how striking James’ eyes 
were when he was aroused; the soft blue had darkened to a fiercer shade. His cock already felt so massive, 
trapped inside the derim, and Lars just had to grind on it, to really feel it. That made James moan - a deep, 


sexy moan like only James could make them - which went straight to Lars’ own dick and made it twitch. 


"Oh, yeah, you bet. Been waiting so long for this," Lars rasped. He wanted to get his hands all over James’ body. 
He trailed them down to the waistband of James’ pants. He quickly undid the button and unzipped the fly to let 
James' fat cock spring free. Lars couldn't stop his eyes from widening anytime he saw it; it truly was a 
marvelous thing. It was a girthy, uncut cock with thick veins on the underside. It was pale with a delicate tint 
of rose around the head. His balls were heavy underneath. And of course, James’ cock was framed by blond 
pubic hair. It always made Lars smirk to know that James truly was blond all over. He didn't waste an instant, 
wrapping both of his hands around James’ girth, one at the base and the other at the top. It was so big; just 


one hand wasn't enough. 


"Fuck, James! That cock of yours, it's just fucking perfect. You make me so jealous! You're so hot, you know 
that? Such a sexy beast," Lars praised as he started stroking James off in fast, short pumps of his hands. To 
his delight, James blushed so prettily, all the way to the top of his ears. It just reminded Lars how sweet and 
awkward James was despite the outer image of a Viking warrior god that he exuded. "Yeah, James. You really 


are the hottest man I've ever met." 


"Lars," James simply moaned, overwhelmed by the compliments and Lars' eager hands. He was already starting 
to pant, and if Lars kept that up, it wouldn't be long before he spent himself in his hands. Lars wasn't the only 
one turned on by their size difference. James was completely enraptured by the sight of Lars‘ small hands 

grasping his cock as best as they could. He noticed how intense his friend looked as he concentrated on James’ 


cock, brows furrowed and bottom teeth biting his heart-shaped lips. 


The sight of both of Lars' hands jerking him off was truly obscene. As James’ cock leaked a steady flow of 
precome, wet squelching noises could be heard. Lars pumped his hands in synch, and it looked as if he was 
trying to milk James dry. He noticed how James' lower abdomen went taut and how his balls tightened up. 
James was making these little grunts of pleasure in between his pants, and it was all too fucking hot. Lars had 
reduced the mighty Hetfield to this mess with just his hands. James’ eyes were closed, wrinkles fanning at the 
corners, and his hands were bunching the bed sheets tightly in an effort to restrain himself. 


"I think that's enough for you, big man," Lars said in his quirky Danish accent, bringing James back to reality. 
Lars moved away to shed his tank top and then his jeans; he wasn't wearing any underwear underneath. He 


really had come ready for this, the naughty, little bastard! 


James looked at him, a bit dumbfounded, but he understood that Lars wanted something more. He watched as 
Lars stood up, bare-assed, to grab something from the bag he'd left by the door. James took the opportunity 


to rake his eyes down Lars' delicate frame. His hips and shoulders were so narrow and his ass so tight. 


When Lars turned around, he had a knowing smirk on his lips and a bottle of lube in his hand. His little dick was 
hard between his legs, and he had a mischievous, boyish look on his face. He giggled a bit, but that soon turned 
into a high pitched moan when he gave his dick a few, eager tugs. His expression morphed from playful to 


desperate, eyebrows scrunched up and lips opened wetly. James truly wanted to wreck him in this instant. 


"You really like showing off, huh? You've always been such a dirty, little boy for me, Lars," James growled as 
he shed his jeans, stood up, and strode up to him. Lars was a bit confused, his eyes widening in surprise, as 
James crowded him against the wall next to the door. James could see how rapidly his chest was rising, and 
just to make things even better, he grabbed a hold of both of Lars’ wrists in just one hand and pinned them 
above his head. Lars downright whined and arched his back so perfectly. 


Lars felt so lightheaded by James' move; he was huge and looming above him. When they were standing up like 
this, their height difference became even more evident. Lars had to tilt his head back to look at him, and the 
expression on James’ face was almost enough to make him come on the spot. He felt completely defenseless, 
both of his wrists trapped above his head. His cock was leaking profusely, and he couldn't stop thinking about 
the fact that James was so easily dominating him. There was a predatory gleam in the blond's eyes, a fire 
burning deep in them. His lips were parted slightly, and everything about him screamed dominance, his sharp 


jaw and cheekbones even more evident in the lighting of the room at this angle. 
"Fuck, James!" Lars gasped. "You've got me. Do whatever you want with me." 


"Yeah?" James gruffly turned Lars' around so that his ass was facing him. Lars braced himself against the 
wall with his forearms. "What | want is to get you rice and wet for my cock, boy," James drawled into Lars’ 
ear, biting onto the earring there which made him tremble. The dirty words coupled with the bite had Lars’ 
dick twitching between his outstretched legs. The next thing he felt were James’ dexterous, guitar player 
fingers penetrating him with a generous amount of lube. Lars' hands scrambled for purchase as James aimed 


right for his sweet spot. 


Everything soon became a blur in Lars' head, and he lost sense of time as he was overwhelmed by arousal. It 
was all so fucking much. He was moaning so loudly, not caring at all if Jason or Kirk heard him. He blushed in 
shame at the thought of his band mates hearing him whine like a little bitch. One particular downstroke of 
James’ fingers on his prostate had him screaming and seeing stars. His hands grasped at the hard surface of 


the wall. 


"Shhh, quiet, youl" James growled, moving his free hand to Lars' mouth. His hand covered the entirety of it 
and all of his chin, gagging him perfectly. Lars’ lips were wet and opened underneath James’ palm, and he was 
still moaning despite the gag. James could feel Lars shaking against him, and he could sense just how desperate 
he was getting. He fucked his fingers in an out of him, adding two and then a third for good measure. Lars’ 
moans were muffled underneath his palm as the stretch became more intense. "You're so loud. Really can't 
shut up unless you've got a cock in your mouth," James mused. He removed his hand and was rewarded by 


Lars moaning his name. 


Lars was a small man, and James didn't want to hurt him so he added more lube and continued to finger him. 
"Yeah, that's it, Lars. Want you all nice and slick for my cock" James stroked his free hand up and down Lars’ 
side reassuringly, leaving goosebumps in his wake. He fucked his fingers inside of Lars' ass a few more times, 
lube dribbling out of Lars’ tight hole and down the veins on the back of his hand. "Think you're ready for my 
cock, huh? Think you can take it, baby boy?" 


"Oh, fuck, James!" The way James was calling him "baby boy" in that deep drawl of his sure was something 
straight out of his wildest and dirtiest fantasies. "God, yes. So wet for you. Please, | can't take it anymore!" 


Lars' desperate pleas rang like the sweetest melody inside James' ears. Hearing Lars moan and seeing him 
squirm worked him up like nothing else. He removed his fingers from Lars' hole with a wet pop to make quick 
work of covering his own achingly hard dick with a generous amount of lube. James' heart was thumping in his 
chest, and he felt hot fire burning inside his stomach. He had a feeling he wouldn't last very long. 


James’ grabbed a handful of Lars' hair and pulled his head back to whisper in his ear, "You've made me so 
fucking hard, Lars. I'll pound your ass into that wall, and there's nothing you'll be able to do about it” James 
could see how blown out Lars’ pupils were, the blue almost completely gone, and they were moist at the 
corners. He was aroused beyond measure, and James knew that it was a combination of him fingering and 
manhandling Lars roughly but also of him playing along with his kink. "Even if you tried to fight me, there's no 


way you could win," he whispered dangerously into Lars' reddened ear. 


"Oh, fuck, James! | just.. Fuck, you're so.. Just fuck me with your big, fat cock already, please, | beg you. Fuck 
me, master," Lars blurted out. As soon as the words were out, he knew he had unleashed something inside 


both of them. 


Hearing Lars beg so beautifully and calling him "master" did all sorts of things to James. Not only did it stroke 


his ego, but it also awakened a possessive desire in him. 
James pressed himself against Lars with a growl, his massive cock sliding against the curve in his back. It was 
a deep and primal growl; it really was the hottest sound Lars' had ever heard come out of James, and boy, 


had he heard many decadent sounds come out of the man over the years. 


James took in a few deep breaths in an effort to compose himself. But Lars, the little tease, wriggled his ass 
eagerly, and James couldn't help himself; he landed a quick slap on his left cheek. 


Lars yelped, "Oh, God, yes! Spank me, master!" 


James felt his heart jolt, he landed another slap at the same spot and noticed how prettily Lars’ pale skin 
turned pink James grabbed both of Lars’ bony hips to better angle him for his painfully hard cock. 


Lars let out a shaky exhale, now standing on his tiptoes to accommodate James' height; he was so much 


smaller than the other man! James' warm hands felt like brands on his hips, lifting him up so easily. His legs 


were straining a bit in this position, but Lars' worries were punched right out of him when James entered him 
with one, long thrust. 


Lars' eyes scrunched closed in a delicious mix of pleasure and pain, and tears streamed down his overheated 
cheeks as James’ cock stretched him so completely. "Oh, God, James! So fucking big!" He wailed. His ass felt so 
full, and the pressure on his prostate was unbelievable; it was an overpowering assault of sensations. It just 
felt so much better than any dildo he'd ever gotten up his ass with thoughts of James’ on his mind. James' 
cock was so thick and hot inside him; it felt real 


James was on fire. Lars felt so tight around his dick. It truly was mesmerizing watching his length disappear 
inside of his pert ass. James didn't stop until he was buried balls deep and bottomed out inside of Lars. That 
made Lars cry out, shake, and squeeze his walls even tighter around James’ cock. James groaned, feeling the 
need to spill 


He got closer to the smaller man, draping himself over his back to whisper into his ear, "Goddamn, Lars! So 
tight! Should be unfair to be this tight. You'll make me come if you keep that up." James was fully sheathed 
inside of Lars, and he felt tears of his own threaten to spill down his cheeks; it all felt so fucking good! His 
cock was literally throbbing inside of Lars with the pressure that surrounded it 


Lars was an oversensitive mess. He arched his back and wriggled his ass back onto James' cock, trying to get 
him even deeper... If that was even possible. He just couldn't get enough of it; he wanted James everywhere, all 
the way to his very core. "Oh, yes, James! James! Fuck me hard C'mon, gimme what you got!" he demanded 
between pants. And that seemed to unleash the beast in James because he started to truly pound Lars’ ass, 
setting a punishing rhythm. 


Lars could imagine what James looked like, the strong muscles in his ass and long legs flexing as he thrust into 
him, his stance mighty and powerful like when he played the guitar. His large hands still gripped Lars" hips 
tightly and all he could do at this point was whimper. His own cock, painfully engorged, was swinging between his 
legs with each of James' deep thrusts. He could hear the rough grunts and smell the manly musk of James. 
His heavy balls slapped against Lars' ass; the sound was such perfectly dirty music to his ears. 


James was fucking Lars with abandon, but there was one more thing he wanted to try before all of this was 
over. He withdrew entirely, leaving Lars confused and shaking. James didn't torture him long as he turned him 
around, lifted him right up into his arms and pressed him against the wall. Lars wrapped his legs around 
James’ waist for support, and without further ado, James pulled Lars back down onto his cock with rough, 
demanding hands. "There you go, you little cocksleeve," he growled as his dick was enveloped again by Lars’ 
heat, lube and precum squirting out with an obscene noise. 


"Oh, ahhhh!" Lars cried out. He didn't know what to do with himself. His hands scrambled for purchase around 
James’ neck, fingers threading through the blond strands. James' hair had become disheveled with the reaming 
he was giving Lars, and some of the strands had fallen over his forehead. He looked so fucking hot, cheeks 
flushed and teeth biting his bottom lip as he grunted. He truly was the definition of wild, masculine power. 


James’ biceps were corded and gleamed with sweat as he held Lars and pistoned his hips up to slam into him. 


Lars' cock was trapped against James' abdomen, and the friction against it sent him into sensory overload. 
"Ughhh, fuck, James! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Lars babbled as his prostate was repeatedly stimulated by James’ 
rough pounding. He tilted his head back against the wall, exposing his neck to James lips and teeth. James 
nibbled at his choker and then bit at his chin His beard tickled Lars‘ skin, making him shiver as sweat traveled 


down his temples. It was a delicious mix of every sensation possible, and Lars was so close to the finish line. 


James stilled his movements, letting gravity do its work as Lars was brought down onto his fat cock, inch by 
inch. Somehow, it felt even deeper in this position; he could almost Faste it. "Ahhh, God, James! l-l.. So big, so 
close," he moaned followed by a string of Danish words. He could no longer think coherently, and he noticed how 
James smirked before lifting him back up and bringing him back down. Lars was bouncing on James’ thick rod, 
like a puppet in James’ arms. He was being thoroughly used like a cocksleeve in James’ pursuit of pleasure, and 


it all felt so perfect. 


Both pairs of blue eyes locked when one particularly hard thrust to Lars' prostate sent electric sparks 
throughout his body. Lars couldn't hold it anymore — the look in James' eyes, the relentless pounding, the 
friction on his dick - it all triggered a very powerful release. He came with a shout, burying his face in James' 
neck. His orgasm was literally ripped out of him as burst after burst of come spurted from his dick onto 
James' stomach and all the way up to his chest. Tears streamed down Lars’ overheated cheeks as he was 


blown right out of his mind. 


James felt Lars tighten like a vice around his painfully engorged cock. With a long moan, he followed Lars over 
the edge. His legs almost gave way, so he pressed Lars’ back harder against the wall for support. Everything 
burst into white hot pleasure as he came the hardest he had ever come in his life, filling Lars' ass to the 
brim. He held onto the smaller man in his arms as wave after wave washed over him. The orgasm seemed to 


last forever. 


They stayed like that for a while, panting into each other's skins. Lars could feel James thick release dribble 
out of him although James was still inside him; there was just too much of it. "So full of you, James,” Lars 
said sluggishly. "Stay inside me forever. l'm yours, James." He kissed James’ neck as he whispered the words 


into his warm skin He was so fucked out of his mind, boneless in James’ strong arms. 


James' head was resting against Lars’ shoulder, and his arms tightened around him as he held him. "Yeah, and 
I'm yours too. Hope | didn't hurt you," James answered back. He recovered a bit of sense and had to pull out 
when his dick was fully softened. A large amount of come leaked from Lars' ass when he withdrew, and some 
sticky strands still connected the tip of his dick to Lars' hole. It felt like a punch to James' stomach, and if he 
hadn't come so recently, he'd have gotten hard again. He felt a slight stirring in his balls, and it was almost too 


painful. 


"Nah, of course you didn't hurt me," Lars said with a dreamy look in his eyes and a blissed out smile on his 
plump, little lips. He looked so endearing like that, and James couldn't resist kissing him. 


Their kiss was long and lazy, and they caressed each other's skin as they did When they broke the kiss, Lars 
pecked James on the rounded tip of his nose and giggled. "How do you feel now, James? Did | make you feel 


better?" 

"Of course you did, you dummy!" James laughed. "I don't say it enough, but.. | love you, you know?" 

James had a soft, gentle glow in his beautiful eyes, and Lars’ heart jumped at his words. This man really was 
everything to him, they'd been through so much together, and tonight had been the experience to top it all. 


How was Lars ever gonna recover from that? "I love you too, James. Always have and always will” 


James cradled Lars' face and kissed him once more. 


